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Risky Business 


Author's Notes: 
This story focuses on the history of Fish and Broof\'s contentious relationship, with suggestions of Chris\ 


various daliances within the band.and also a hint of the obvious crush Rick Wakeman had on Trevor Rabin. 


"I'm not getting in a car with youl" 

"Honestly Tubs, that last crash wasn't my fault!" 

"| don't care! Anyone would be bloody stupid to entrust their life to you!" 

Chris rolled his eyes and folded his arms across his chest. "Well how d'ya plan to get there, then?" 
ll drive." The icy blue glare told the other he would brook no debate. 


Chris shrugged, as if to imply his pride was not wounded but in truth Bill always made him feel guilty..even if 
his enmity did nothing to actually correct the faults in question 


And yet, they orbited one another closely - not merely because as bandmates they were required to have 
complementary rhythm - but each was fascinated with what the other represented, and the nature of the 
opposition. 


"And we will be on time," Bill commanded, "if | have to drag you out of the bath by that mop you call a 
haircut, then so be it" 


"You give it your best then," Chris sneered, but found himself slightly cringing at the thought of how and why 
he wanted to know if the other would actually do it. The temptation to put the spurs to Bill's ire made him 
flush, long fingers tracing his lips. 

"Don't challenge me, Christopher, you know you never win" 

And was there something..wanton.about that direct delving gaze? 

Bill didn't see the sense in abusing one's technician, because it decreased the chances of that person doing their 
job well, steady paycheck or no. But there they were, Chris and Trevor, both giving their techs an earful. Bill 
stood behind his kit, bemused. Chris looked over, eyes narrowing in that now overfed face. 

What happened to you, Fishy? You were so..dare | say, beautiful 


"Don't you have a computer to program, Tubs?" 


Bill rolled his eyes but couldn't help a chuckle. "All done, Fishy. Waiting for you to stop your harangue so | can 


do my level check." 
"PJ, why the fuck isn't this working?!" 


A lanky long-haired kid scrabbled up from underneath the stage and bent in front of Trevor's master effects 
board. “All the signals are green, boss, the wiring, maybe?" 


Trevor rolled his eyes and looked towards the ceiling of the arena 
“Bout ready to sack the lot of you," Chris declared, sitting down on Alans riser. 
"Try it now," Richard said to his pouting keeper. 


Chris rose to his feet, plugged in and began playing the chord sequence of "The Fish." He looked over at his 


technician, frowning but not angry. 


“Turn it up!" 


Trevor walked over as Chris played, leaning in, talking close. Bill noticed the two of them never had a normal 
conversation, they always looked as though they were sharing secrets. Their foreheads touched as they giggled 
and Bill sighed. 


"Five months, oi." 
"Trevor!" PJ called. "Try it again!" 


But Trevor was ignoring his tech or too enthralled by the other to care. Bill was tempted to make a crack but 
knew the crew would talk. likely they were already talking as production meetings and rehearsals had revealed 
nearly everyone was slobbering over the youngest member of their unholy union. Bill found it extremely 
humourous, on the other hand, to observe Steve refusing to acknowledge that the other guitarist even existed, 
much less had proven to be insanely popular with audiences and this tour would likely be more of the same. He 
did believe his former bandmate took himself far too seriously, but he wasn't the only one guilty of that 


attitude..it seemed to be a requirement for joining Yes, at times. 


"There's not enough counterpoint," Chris complained, yet again. Bill despaired that everything Fish knew about 


music came back to chorale arrangements. 


"We can fix that but it doesn't address the problem of your coming in late. Are you truly late to everything, 
Fishy? Because | thought your playing might be the one area which was safe from your wasteful predilection” 


"You start too fast, much like a 13-year-old ready to spurt" 
A snicker from the left. Rick could never resist a good dirty quip. 
"Let us both endeavor towards improvement, shall we?" 


They began the sequence again, their eyes locked, attempting to impress one another as well as improve the 
work-in-progress. But it never quite worked: they could agree that they played well together, sometimes. Yet 
as far as the question of whether they were talented, neither of them was willing to acknowledge the other as 


such save in those moments when there was no opportunity for full disclosure. 


Bill realized he had never gotten to know anyone in the band, not really. Despite close proximity for what 
seemed an eternity..not to mention any number of misadventures, arguments, near-death experiences, and 
revelations both welcome and unwelcome. Any time during the course of his career, whenever he might have 
found himself frustrated with the current situation, Bill would tell himself at least Im not in Yes anymore. It 


was the yardstick of how much he was willing to endure. 


The meeting where everyone had been icily polite, as Arista delivered their ultimatum and the assembled 


forces of management nodded in their smiling greed..it left everyone feeling slightly sick, but the appeal of the 
idea could not be denied the masses, though the principles themselves found it hilarious in a nihilistic sort of 


way. 


Naturally, Bill had demanded his share up front. Took a smaller share, in fact, to ensure he could do so. He 
didn't trust the accounting concerns when it came to any version of Yes. And once again he could see the 
wasteful attitude prevailed, but he had already endured the same in the past year working with Jon, Rick and 
Steve. Admittedly Steve was less wasteful than the rest. 


Bill would never tell - not the band, nor friends, and especially not the press - the true reason why he had 
agreed. It wasn't Jon's diplomatic cheerleading once he realized he wanted it both ways. It was merely the 
entertainment inherent in observing the process at work. Bill believed they could make it work - there was too 
much at stake to do otherwise - but how well it could work depended on any number of factors. And he was 


waiting to see it all.but especially the way in which he would confront a certain demon Fish. 


It was during one particular post-gig binge at the Speakeasy, half-drunk and listening to Jon talk about.. 
something..he kept saying the word idea but his Lanky burr rendered it more like idéer.something about ley 


lines, or energy fields..most often for Bill it was like the sound of a washing machine, or static. White noise. 


What am | doing here? | mean, really. | have absolutely nothing in common with these guys, except that occasionally 
we play pretty good music together 


But he didn't have time for anything else, they were back in the grind of recording-gig-recor ding-gig- 
rehearsal-gig-recording. And the notion of a fuller life was..somewhere out there, beyond his grasp if not his 
reckoning. 

"What's the word, Bru?" Chris asked, taking a seat next to him. They were all drinking the same thing - scotch 
and coke - amid drifting clouds of cigarette smoke over the environs of the bar, music a dull roar on the 


jukebox. 


"My word is ‘sleep,’ as in, | think I'll go get some." Bill made to get up off his stool, as he found it difficult to 
be around Chris in those circumstances: late night, soused, and highly ambivalent about..things. 


"Ah c'mon! Tell me ‘bout that thing you were playing at soundcheck" 
"Why? As | recall you said something fairly nasty ‘bout it" 

"Just having it on. | liked it. | was going to try and follow it but -" 
Can't follow me, Fishy. Id run too fast just to make sure. 


Bill waved a hand. "No matter. If | remember it tomorrow I'll play it for you. But only if you're on time." 


Chris rolled his eyes, took a long drag on his cigarette. "One day you're going to be egregiously, horrendously 
late and then you'll hear it. Like | always do." 


"Well it's not cricket, it's terribly insulting is what it is. As if we're not worth the effort to be on time." 


"Are you worth it, Tubs?" A sly smirk. Chris' face was made for such mischief and Bill found himself licking his 


own lips to see the other so wickedly obvious. 


Diplomacy was a delicate dance..everyone seemed to be managing well enough except, naturally, Steve and 
Trevor. But it was to be expected. Bill knew from the outset that given their equal portions of not-so-healthy 
arrogance there would be tension.if not out-and-out conflict. Bill himself had no issue with performing with 
Alan, as his time in the "double trio" configuration of King Crimson meant that he knew what it was like to play 
with another drummer. Such an arrangement could always be worked out, if both parties were amicable..and 
he had to admit (along with everyone who knew him) that Alan White was one of the most amiable people he'd 


ever met. 


And yet with his peaceful influence an interesting dynamic had evolved..Trevor was his own gravitational force, 
the others drawn to him eventually, willingly, if even for a moment. Bill had a wonderful perch from which to 


watch it happen as they rehearsed once the arrangements had been worked out, mostly without bloodshed. 


"Don't play that run," Steve insisted as they went through "Yours Is No Disgrace." 
"That's my part." 


"Sorry," Trevor muttered, not bothering to show anything but chilly civility. "Force of habit" 


They started over again, and Bill noticed each guitar player proceeding with grim determination, grimacing as if 
it was painful to play the song. But the focus meant they weren't the ones to screw up..next time it was Rick, 
playing over Tony, which Bill could readily concede wasn't difficult to do. Tony, for his part, was tremendously 
sensible about the situation, shrugging and grinning. But what Bill noticed was the way Rick looked at Trevor. His 
face lit up like a chandelier. Bill could never remember the other so happy. Although it was true that some of 
Rick's demeanor could be attributed to his newfound clean-living ways, Bill knew that look very well. It was a 


type of hero worship which could easily transform into... 
No, | never did Except that one time. 


But his older, more cynical self chided the memory. Didn't have to..do that. Other events were just as obvious 


an expression of the obsession. 


Rick cracked jokes as he was wont to do, and everyone laughed, even Steve. But he wanted only one response. 


The more he made Trevor laugh, the happier he looked. 


Uh oh 


Because it had been obvious to Bill, the moment his daughter had begged him to watch 90ZLive with her, that 
someone else had laid claim to the regard of the wunderkind. Not surprising, of course, because The Fish 
seemed to require an admirer (or two) at all times among his bandmates. Bill wasn’t exactly sure why that 
was - other than the obvious ploy of maintaining a power base in regards to machinations - but he imagined 
the effort of following the maddeningly elusive object of desire had destroyed Jon, in a way, and might do the 
same to Trevor. Already he looked rather different in the (older) flesh than all the times Bill had seen the 
other on television: matinee-idol attractive and effortlessly charismatic. And yet, even slightly diminished, one's 
eyes sought him out, impulsively and unwittingly. 


But in Rick's case the stare appeared perfectly focused and intent. And the smile beacon-bright..a blinding 
lantern in the dark of this voyage, its' destination unknown. 

"You rutting idiot, you kept going out of time!" 

"No it was you, couldn't be bothered to stay in tune!" 

Jon made to inject but the collective glare he received forestalled the words, for once. 


"You know what the meter is, why couldn't you just stay in it, no one gives a toss that you can play in 15/7, 
y'know, nobody's paying attention to you" 


"You think all that stupid drunken prancing is going to make everyone look at you, but they're not paying 
attention to you either." 


"They are!" Chris shoved Bill up against the wall in the hallway they were all standing in and the others took a 
step back. Brian watched with folded arms and annoyed smirk, but did nothing to intervene. 


"Let go of me or so help me Ill -" 

"Do it then, you showboating wanker!" 

And Bill punched Chris, likely harder than he ever had before, dropping the other where he stood, which was 
not easy given his height. Bill walked away shaking his hand, hoping he hadn't broken it. Nothing was said the 
rest of the night - they all pretended it hadn't happened - until they were all in the bar once more, but this 
time Bill sat alone, morosely smoking and drinking and asking himself that same question 


What am | doing here? | mean, really 


"Snot good for a chap to drink alone." 


Rick hoisted himself onto the stool next to Bill, placing his pint upon the bar and lighting a cigarette of his own. 
"l appreciate the sentiment, Rick, but solitude is likely preferred at this juncture." 

"Nappy said you'd hit him before. Fishy, | mean 

"Yes, but he never seems to learn to stop haranguing me." 

"He goes his own way, I've noticed” 

Bill rolled his eyes, considered his libation. "Yes, he goes, he takes, he drives one to drink" 


Rick tapped his glass against Bill's. "Here's to it" He raised his hand in the direction of the man behind the bar. 
"Can | get my sandwich, then?" 


When it was served, the barkeep looked over at Bill. "Didya want yours, Tubs?" 
Bill sighed. "Not really peckish, but | spose | shouldn't deny opportunity." 
"Absolutely," Rick concurred, tucking into his steak sandwich with great pleasure. 


As he took another sip of his drink, in a ponderous pose of head upon his fist leaning on the bar, Bill thought it 
was a good unified metaphor..the best excuse for enduring a situation which was imperfect and yet, he was 
able to conquer the annoyances and play like he'd never played before. He played in spite of his disastrous 
relationship with Chris, and always felt triumph when there was nothing particularly awful about his 
contributions. The plate was placed before him and he took a bite of the sandwich..it wasn't the best, but 
nothing might ever be. 


They made the long walk..more like a saunter, really. Everyone kept stopping about every half-foot or so as 
they moved down the corridor, looking behind them, when finally Chris appeared in his ridiculous coat (which 
had to be remade, of course, as the vegetarian version of The Fish was only a distant memory), striding along 


with blustering purpose. 


"C'mon Fishy!" Trevor called, and Bill tried not to stare, again, at the other's outfit. He'd never seen anyone 
wear such tight trousers and be able to breath, much less speak loudly. 


"l'm coming dear, no need to shout." 


"Some things never change," Rick quipped, favoring Trevor with a smile generally reserved for legendary 


beauties..and Bill could concede that the target qualified in his way. 


Jon was in front, gliding along, making comments both cosmic and sardonic, and Bill had to admire his 


determination even as he felt the other's attitude was counterproductive at times..it was such a strange thing 
to consider, how this would all work, and as it was the first night..who knew whether it actually would? But 


none of them cared to be shamed Bill smirked to see certain people hang back..admiring the view. 
Oh yet another rivalry, how lovely. 


He found himself wondering - during the course of meetings and rehearsals - how it had fallen apart, how 
those two who were once so close now kept a metaphorical ocean of distance between them, often not 
bothering to acknowledge one another even as they stood inches apart. Bill had listened to Jon ramble on 
regarding his alienation as they worked at Compass Point, only the bucolic environment preventing him from 
getting on the next plane and escaping the inherent dysfunctionality Jon brought with him at all times. But it 
was tempered by Rick's humor and Steve's calm, almost dispassionate attitude. Their endeavors had been very 
sensible, which was a blessing, and now to be thrust into this chaotic jumble of an ensemble which took days 
to make up their minds regarding who was assigned which dressing room..it rankled. But such was the state of 
things. As Carolyn so pragmatically informed him when he received the phone call from Jon: Youre always going 
fo wonder. And then you'll be waking me up in the middle of the night and making me wonder. So do it and save us 
both the wondering 


But did he truly wonder? At these moments, watching everyone deal with their nervous energy - Trevor 
practically bouncing on the soles of his feet as he came down the hallway - Bill believed he already knew every 


possible scenario, it was merely a longing for surprise. And there had been a few surprises so far. 

Watching Rick beam at Trevor once more reminded Bill of another time of surprises. 

Chris' voice had a whine to it..even as he charmed with the well-timed quip or moment of fey response..there 
was a hesitant quality which rendered every response vague even when clarity was attempted. Some 
misinterpreted that quality as shyness or even a humble gambit, but no..Chris hung back in every instance, 
waiting for the advantage. His eyes would flutter in a rather seductive sort of way. 

They would find themselves staring at one another across the table, and Chris would hold his gaze till Bill 
flinched, blinking nervously. Then he would smile, smugly triumphant. But one night, emboldened by alcohol and 


arrogance Bill leaned in and gave Chris his coldest glare. 


"What? Do you actually have something to say, or are you going to pretend you're mysterious and complex 


with your lack of verbalization?" 
"Tubs you're ever so disagreeable, why must you be so cross all the time?" 


That finely-chiseled almond-eyed..no stop if.his hair, he had such nice hair, everyone commented on it, and his 


hairdresser held out hope of someday shagging The Fish and therefore gave him a beautiful coif. 


Well who knows? Probably already threw hm a few fable scraps. 


Bill pulled at a stray curl, attempting to stay focused, 

"Because you always give me reason to be angry, Christopher." 

"Ooh such a tone, am | supposed to be frightened then?" 

"No that would be the sensible reaction, and | wager you've never been sensible in your life." 


The lips slightly pouting, then the mischievous smile..naughty choirboy. Chris' size - hands big enough to crush 
rocks whole, for example - was never used as advantage. His gaze was the advance party, the way in which to 
assess all opponents. Even now, as Bill desperately tried to hang on to that ledge of disapproval, his 
metaphorical grip was weakening. Then, just the slightest brush of something (fingers, foot, knee?) and Bill 


nearly overturned the table in shuddering response. 
"Don't you -" 
"Wot?!" Wide-eyed denial, but not innocent. Never that. 


Bill let out a disgusted sigh and left the table. Turning back to look from the vantage of the bar, Chris was 


now smoking and staring off into space..but his eyes met Bill's immediately when the scrutiny returned. 


And Bill dropped his gaze, once again. 


Chris‘ hand rested upon a certain shoulder, the grip casual and yet..if one paid attention there was no mistaking 
the context of possession. Bill smirked yet again, as they were waved forward and entered the arena to that 
sound which they knew, and yet were never entirely accustomed to. The sound overwhelmed that of Stravinsky 
as they took their places and situated themselves, minute adjustments of instruments, quick sips of libations, 
nods to their techs standing by. Then perhaps, a glance at one another, taking a breath and hoping for the 
best. 


„and it all worked out, apparently. Perhaps in spite of themselves. Bill knew it was the way of things in that 


state of foolish grace known as Yes. 


There was a moment, when they all congregated in a room (save for Steve who had already gotten in his 
Caddy with Jim and driven on to the next stop), away from all those who demanded their time even as they 
were feeling elated and generous, wherein Bill came face-to-face with that same smirking manipulative giant..if 


anything he was even more of a presence now, and not just because he had gained a few stone. 


"Well Tubs, s'pose you managed to prove everyone wrong ‘bout your kit, hmm? Got it to work all right." 


Bill reminded himself not to roll his eyes. "Yes Fishy, it actually does do what it's supposed to do, when it's 


programmed properly." 

"And you did it rather well” 

Bill bowed slightly, with sardonic gravitas "One tries." 

Chris sighed, took a draught of brandy. "Yes, one rather does." 

Bill leaned in, unable to resist the temptation to needle that smug bastard just the slightest. “Speaking of trying 
Wakey seems to be rather taken with your dearest protege, hmm? | suppose it happens all the time, that 
lovely smile of his, and other such enthralling attributes." 

Chris looked over to where Rick and Trevor were sitting together, Trevor seeming to laugh about every three 
seconds as Rick talked on, smiling, but otherwise keeping a largely deadpan expression in the course of 
conversation. At one point Trevor leaned his head back so far he touched the wall behind the sofa they sat 
upon, and Rick put his hand on Trevor's knee, allowing himself a giggle. 

"No | swear, Trev! Its all true!" 

‘Isn't it just?" Bill murmured into Chris’ ear, allowing himself another smirk. 

"| dunno what you think you're suggesting, Bill," Chris said, "but you'd better have a care." 


"Oh Fishy..are you threatening me again? Just like old times, isn't it?" 


"Exactly what | was afraid of," Chris quipped as he walked away, bent on inserting himself between his pet and 


the interloper. 


"Me too," Bill said - to no one and to everyone - toasting the room at large with his beer. 


